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7* ^ TrageMe ^Hamlet 

toleeyoui-fathers funeral 

I ,£ ••' Pr ' ' dM not m « k ■»« Mow fiudent 
I tom Ice it was to my mothtrs wadding ’ 

^ Indeed my Lord it followed hatdvp„„. 

ni funenil baki meats 

Did coldly futrnflj forth themattiage tables. 

Womd I had metnay dearefl fee in Heai.cn 
Or euerlhad feene that day 
My fattier me efamkes I fee my, father. 

Horn. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In my minds tic Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly Kin». 
Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
i inall not looke vpon his like againe. 

hZ\ thinle ‘ raw him knight. 

mZ' My Lord foe King your father. 

Ham. TheKmgmy father ? 

H°r*' Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentiue earctill I may deliuer 
Vpon the witneffe of thefc Gentlemen 
inis maruailetoyou. 

Ham. For Gods louc let meheare? 

Hora Two nights together had thefc Gentlemen, 
aredlut, and Tlarnardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 
Beene thus mcountred, a figure like ycur father 
Armed at point, exactly Cap apea 
Appcares before them, and with folemne march, 

Goes flow and ftaceiy by them; thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furprized eies. 

Within this trnnehions length, whil’ft they diftill’d 

Almoit to gelly, with the a a of feare 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him; this to me. 

In drcadfull fccrecie impart they did, 

And I with them jhe third night kept thewatch. 
Whereas they had ddiuered both in time 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Ttefe hands are not more like. 

u . m But where was this? . 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where w« watchtj 
Ham Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Bora, My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer m ade it none, yet once me thought 

It lifted vp its head and did addreffe 

It fclfe to motion, like as it would fpeake t 
But euen then the morning Cock crew loud. 

And at the found it Ihrunke in haft a way 
And vanillic from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange . 

Hora. As I doe Hue my honor d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dude 
To letyouknowofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer vp. 

Ham. What look’t he frowningly ? 

Hora. A countenance more in forrow ihen iti anger* 

Haiti. Pale or red ? 

Hora. Nay verie pale. 

Ham. And fijet his eies vpon you? 

Hora. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

Hora. It would hauc much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Verie like: (laid it long? 

Hora. While one with moderate haftc might tell a hundred^ 
Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His beard was griffeld, no. 

Hora . It was as I hauc fcenc it in hit life 
A fable filuet’d* 

Ham, 
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